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Author's Notes: 
Wrote this not long after Bruce got well again, and I've had it lying around for ages so | touched it up and 
decided I'd post it. A little sappy, semi-slashy drabble-esque something, hopefully itll be enjoyed. Don't forget 


to review 3 


Steve recognized the number on caller ID, as the ring tones continued to send buzzing vibrations from the 
cellphone and through the wooden surface of the table; magnifying them likke ripples on water. It was the same 
number he had seen a million times before, the same number he had answered with either exasperation or 


anticipation, only today it held a much more solemn sense to it. 


It was a final sort of call; the inevitable make it or break it. Steve hesitated for a long moment, his hand 
hovering precautiously above the device of his attention as several ring tones filtered through until finally, he 


picked it up. With hands clumsy and clammy from nervousness, his trembling thumb pressed the answering 


button. 


‘Bruce? he breathed, the other end silent except for some mild rustling noises seeping through, anxiousness 


making ethe bassist's every muscle shake with tension 


He could hear the heavy breathing across the line, and if he listened closely enough there were the familiar 
voices of Paddy and Kia carrying a mild conversation in the background. Not that it was in any manner enough 
to calm Steve's nerves, he knew to take everything with a grain of salt. Especially given the dire 


circumstances. 


‘Fuck, hold on' came the muttered words across the line and Steve braced himself, his stomach sinking as 


somewhat unsteady footsteps travelled away from the distant speech and carried into silence. 


Eyes darting frantically across the empty living room, Steve finally let go of the breath he hadn't been aware 
of holding when he felt his own throat constricting; crackling returning to the speaker at the very same 
moment, a sign of the singer having finally settled down. 


‘There. Had to get myself some bloody space, eh? Listen, ‘Arry, I'm clear. You hear me? said the younger man, 
his voice steady despite the unusually hoarse and weak note to it, but there was an underlying hint of what 


could only be pure joy coming through. ‘It's gone. The cancer is gone..! 


It was the end and the beginning all at once. What Steve had hoped, even prayed for despite his lack of proper 
belief in higher powers. It was the world reborn It was everything he had not dared wish for, relief washing 
over him in waves, and he looked on as the room began to blur and spin around him. Wobbling knees gave out 
under his suddenly too heavy weight as he sank the floor, gasping for air. All the oxygen had left the room, he 
felt light headed. 


‘Steve, love? You alright? I'll get well again, I'm going to be fine: 


The dam broke. It was too much, hearing Bruce's worried voice. Steve felt like it was misguided, the concern 
for him when he wasn't the one who had been fighting a mortal illness. He wasn't the one who had run a race 
with death and come out victorious. Covering his face with his hand, Steve caved in from the pressure of a 


million different emotions and wept. 


